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H--fj--y to Sir A H WY >oannns 5 


O R, 
The RURAL REFLECTI ON y 
OF A 
TOP, ſtop, my Steed! hail Gambria, hail, | 
With craggy Clifts and darkſome Vale, 
May no rude Steps defile them! 
Your Poet with a Vengeance ſent t - 


From London poſt, is hither bent 
To find a ſafe Aſylum. 
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II. 


Bar, bar the Doors, exclude e' en Fear, 


Who preſs'd upon my Horſe's Rear, 
And made the Fleet ſtill fleeter; 


Here ſhall my hurried Soul repoſe, 


And undiſturb'd by IRISH Proſe, 
Renew my Lyric Metre. 


HI. 
Thus Flaccus at Philippi's Field 


Behind him left his little Shield, 


And ſculk'd in Sabine Cavern : 
Had I not wrote that curſed Ode, 
My Coward Heart I ne'er had ſhew” "od 
The Jeſt of every Tavern. 


IV. 


Ve Guardians of Mercurial Men, 


I boaſt from you my ſprightly Pen, | 
I rhime by your Direction: 
Why did you partial Gifts impart ? 
You gave a Head, but gave no Heart, 
No Heart for Head's Protection. 


"Fe 
Hence 'tis my Wit out-runs my Strength, 
And ſcans each Inch of H--s8--y's Length, 
* > Us Length of Sword forgetting ; : 
Hence angry Boys my Rhyme provoke, 
I neer (too ſerious proves the Joke) 


Can think on't without Sweating. 


VI. 
What * Lieutenant once deny'd, 
My inauſpicious Wit ſupply'd, 
And forc'd me into Action; 
To me, as to this Scribe indite, 
HIBERNIA's Sons --- I cannot write, 
To give them Satisfaction. 
VII. 
Fool, cou'd I ſing for others Sport, 
The taking of the Ducheſs' For, 
And which the Way 'to win her; 
I, undiſturb'd; my Town enjoy d, 
Then (Nx Ro like) with Fire deſtroy d, 9 XY 
By ſpringing Mines within her. 
VIII. 


— 
VIII. 

Oh! had I ſung ſweet Roundelay, 
Great George s Birth, or New-y: ears Day, 
2s innocent as Golly TAs 
Your other Pope, (oh hear, ye Nine!) 
He'd gladly all his Odes reſign, 

And ſereen himſelf in Folly. 


IX. 
Ah! ſince my Fear has forc'd me hither, 


I feel no more that ſweet blue Weather 


The Muſes moſt delight i in; 
Dark and more dark each Cloud impends, 


And ev'ry Meſſage from my Friends 
Conveys fad Hints of fighting. 
0 
To harmleſs Themes I'll tune my Reed, 
Liſten, ye Lambkins, whilſt you feed, : 
Ve Shepherds, Nymphs, and Fountains; 3 

Ve Bees, with ſoporiferous Hums, 

Ve pendent Goats, if Hy comes, q 


Convey me to your Mountains. 


* 
* 

There I may ſing ſecure, nor F ear - | 

Shall pull the Songſter by the Ear, « 3 
I'adviſe me whilſt I am writing: 

Or if my Satire will burſt forth, 

* Pu lampoon Parſons in my Wrath, 

| Their Cloth forbids them debe 


mt: 
When e' er I think, can .. brook: 
To ſculk beneath that lonely Nook, 


And tamely bear what few will; ? 
n like Priam's Son appears, 
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Cries as he ſhakes his bloody Ears, 
Beware of /ri/þ Duel. 


aL. 
[ flutter like Macbeth / ariſe 
Strange Scenes, and ſwim before my Eyes, 
| Swords, Piſtols, bloody — ſhocking! 
B Whole Crowds of Irifb croſs ay View, 
| tj I feel th' * Dew 7 


Run trickling down my Stocking. 


XIV. Sure 


FOLN PZ. 


Holtmann T Freeman, 


Me 


XIV. 
Sure Sign how all's within, I trow : 
Cu- once forc d ſuch Streams to flow, 
So dreadful he to meet is; 
Shou'd gentle C-rnb---y, Lier, B.-b, 
Or drowſy S---h--e, wake in Wrath, 
Twould cauſe a Diabetes. 
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XV. 


Oh Patric, Courage- giving Saint, 


Reverſe * Pray'r thou late didſt grant, 
Or Pm forever undone ! 


Ruſt all their Piſtols; breaks their Swords, 


And if they Il fight it out in Words, 
PH come again to London. 


